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Think of a present that “‘keeps com- 
ing” the whole year, fresh and new 











each week, a renewed reminder of PS sttetaetiie 
the giver - The Leslie’s Gift-Card 


—that is what a gift-subscription to Leslie’s means 


America’s leading illustrated weekly newspaper that 
shows the news which the daily press can only hope 
to describe, this is what /es//e’s means and the service it 
brings to more than 450,000 good American homes 
where it is read. 


You will find the most war-pictures, the best 
war-pictures, first, in Leslie’s. 
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For $5.00 and the coupon in the corner, we 
will send Leslie’s for a year to the person 
you indicate. On Christmas morning your 
friend will receive a tasteful card stating 
that Leslie’s is coming as a gift from you. 
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WAR GODS 

HE War Gods of the mythologies are 

fearsome things. Mounted on dragons 

or other impossible steeds, they are 

gigantic, grim and terrifying. Armed with 

threatening mechanism and _ breathing 

smoke and flame, who would care really to 
see them? 

But one modern nation has a War God 

at all suggesting the prodigies of mythology. 

He is presented in the flesh, and is supposed 


idolatry, his nation has erected for worship a colossal wooden 
image of him; and this is caressed by hammer and nails 
or has been thus caressed until it presents a front of iron, no 
jot of its beauty having been marred in the process. 

The man who figuratively may stand as our War God, Secre- 
tary Baker, has been described by an interviewer of picturesque 
ability. The Secretary is set forth as “a small, slim, gentieman 
in oxford gray cutaway coat and waistcoat and dark, striped 
trousers; youngish, with mild brown eyes behind rimless 
glasses; a fine forehead, a slightly-aquiline nose, and a mouth of 
great sensitiveness and distinction.’’ He looks the student and 
bookworm, “‘a gentle, humorous, half-whimsical man suggesting 
lamp-lit libraries with fireplaces and easy chairs.”” And as a 
foil to his official activities, which are said to involve two-thirds 
of every day, he romps with his three children and smokes a pipe. 

Is it not to be hoped that this description may never be 
transmitted to German headquarters and translated to the 
German masses? 


There is, however, one redeeming feature not included 


above. It will appeal to all who love tobacco and know its 
potencies. Our War God keeps a dozen pipes in sequent 
activity. 


Well, It Might Be Worse 

HOSE people who are complaining because prices are high, 

and salaries not in proportion to what they should be, 
ought to know something about the wages that Germany is 
paying persons whom she has so kindly “hired” to do her work 
forher. A writer in the Aéantic says that she has now under her 
thumb about 42,000,000 of these people, otherwise known as 
slaves, and quotes the wages of one girl, as a sample, at nine 
francs a month. 

How would you like to work for Germany on these terms? 

Chat you could get a job with her is certain. 
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OVER THE TOP 


to perform wonders of aggression and 
strategy on a dozen fronts. Even his 
retreats are hailed as achievements. With characteristic 


There is always room for one more 
slave in Germany. 

All you need do is to drift along and 
believe that even if this country is at war, 
nobody can harm us. 

All you need do is to pooh-pooh any 
chance of Germany getting over here. 


Sixes and Sevens 

ISCOUNT Northcliffe, the British pub- 

lisher, is dissatisfied with the govern- 

ment, but declines to take a cabinet place. 

Maybe Northcliffe could not run the govern- 

ment any better if he were in the cabinet, but Lloyd George 
could if he were on a newspaper. 
* 

Esau got a mess of pottage for his birthright—but pottage 
was cheaper then. 

* 

Several churches have rearranged their hours of service so 
as to conserve coal and electricity, but they can’t seem to fix 
them so as to conserve gasoline. 

# 

President Wilson says that Washington is full of people who 
‘“*know things that are not so.”’ Washington is full of people 
who would like to know how the President got on to all their 
neighbors. ‘ 

c, 

This year’s war taxes of William Waldorf Astor (Lord Astor 
of Cliveden) are $400,000 more than his total income. At this 
rate in about 200 years he will get the laugh on the government 
by not having anything left. 

& 

In order to conserve our gold supply for the war, we are 
asked not to give gold pieces for Christmas presents. It is good 
for us to be reminded that even a $20 gold piece still has pur- 
chasing value. 

‘ # 

Senator Harding proposes to give every returning soldier a 
farm to till—but he was too good a patriot to warn them thai 
he was going to. 

x 

Somebody started the story that Colonel House while in 
Europe would call on four kings. Why, the Colonel’s from 
Texas—he’d raise, more likely. 

* 

We all have our close personal friends—how close, we 

hardly realized till we tried to borrow a “quarter.” 
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DOWN IN THE SUBWAY 
Polite New Yorker—New York, Madam? Yes, Madam. One flight up. 





‘6 O-MORROW,” I remarked to my 
T wife to-day (said McFee to me 
one day recently), ‘‘to-morrow I 

will amble forth to the merry mart of 


2/141, EAD REVO 


Buying a Tie 


By A. WALTER UTTING 


So she advanced an argument. 

“Going to buy a tie, eh?” she said. 
‘For yourself?” 

“Not with the merry Yuletide so 
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trade and purchase a necktie.” 

The purchasing of a necktie is, with me (and McFee is still 
talking) one of the events of life—as serious a matter as getting 
married or drawing up a last testamental will. It is an event 
I rarely permit to interfere with my regular routine of life— 
such as the scrambling after three squares a day and amassing 
a fortune so that I may pay the six per cent. interest on the 
mortgage of my comfortable little home—and the taxes and 
assessments,on which I did not figure when I made the initial 
payment on the estate. 

When I purchase a necktie I purchase a necktie for its wear- 
able qualities. I get one that will last until I accumulate wealth 
enough to buy another. I am not fond of varying my ties. I 
like one I like and I like to wear one I like when I have to wear 
anecktie. This is a peculiar trait I possess, though Mrs. McFee 
assures me all men have the same habit, without carrying it to 
the extremes I do. 

I have a method of buying a necktie—when I buy one. I 
watch the windows of haberdasheries. I see the ties therein 
contained. Ifa lot is selling for two bits each I consider it worth 
my time to take cognizance of the material of which they are 
made. Usually my fancy runs to the Persian—I like a tie to 
match the parlor rug, or the floor covering of my library—where 
I have a writing desk, a discarded piano stool and a shelf 
holding twenty-four volumes written by authorities. 

If a necktie resembles a Kermanshah and covers a broad 
expanse of bosom and sells for two bits I buy it. And Mrs. 
McFee knows this. 


near,” I replied. “‘No, fair and buxom 
one, this one is to give away to a friend.” 

“A tie,” she opined, “‘is an old-fashioned Christmas present. 
And I’m sure your friend, whoever he is, will not like the sort of 
tie you will pick out.” 

““Oh, I know what men are wearing,” I told her. “I see ’em 
every day. And often my taste in ties is commented on.” 

“‘T don’t wonder,” she stabbed. 

“Well, to-morrow I set out to buy a tie,” I announced 
again. 

It was morning when I spoke. I was gulping down my coffee 
and chewing into my toast. And I told her I would buy on the 
morrow. But on the way from the train to the office I passed 
a window containing as fine an assortment of ties as an Orient 
would wish to look at if looking for a prayer rug. I stopped. 
I regarded. I entered the store. I looked over the stock. But 
I saw nothing that appealed to me. 

I went to another store. There were plenty of ties. But 
there was none that met my fancy. I determined to find one 
that did. I telephoned the office that I would be late, and 
started out, rambling from store to store. 

Noon found me still regarding, still hoping, still determined! 
What mattered business affairs? I was buyingatie. Afternoon 
came, and afternoon went. Still I was shuffling around, still 
hoping, but still without the bosom blanket. Evening came. 
Stars peeped out. One by one the stores closed. Still I 
looked for a tie. And then I found myself hungry 
and the railroad station near by. So I entered a train 
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and went home, without a tie in a packet, and not having 
seen my office all day. 

Shopping is no task for a man, he hasn’t the strength for it; 
it is a work for woman. 

I said to the missis: “‘I tried to buy a tie to-day, but didn’t 
see a thing that was worth while.” 

“You made a mistake,” she said. 
your ties. You forgot that I always do. 
you.” 

She slipped off her apron and disappeared for fifteen minutes. 

Then she came to me and laid a package in my hand. 

“There,” she said. 

It held a necktie. It was a perfectly fine necktie. 
had bought it in half a dozen jiffies. 

That’s why you find me in this cigar store at this late hour. 
I ran away from her when she told me that men ought to be in 
an office all day. That they belonged there. And that shopping 
should be done by women. What brand do you smoke? Take 
two, one for to-morrow. And your wife 
do your shopping? Merry Christmas! 


“You thought you bought 
I’ll get this one for 


And she 


does 


A Preacher’s Christmas 
HERE is a bright side, even to the war, 
With all the havoc and the pain it causes; 
Che ladies, bless them, are contending for 
The chance to make themselves all Santa Clauses. 


With busy hands they’re knitting for our boys, 
I see them daily making socks and sweaters; 

For Belgian children they have gathered toys, 
lo Belgian soldiers they are writing letters 


How good it is to see their earnestness, 

lo know their bit is being done so finely 
Though war is hateful, hard and pitiless 

It brings out woman’s better self divinely 


Because they are so busy, every dear, 
[ am inclined sometimes to flap my flippers 
For I shall not be overwhelmed this year 
With forty-seven pairs of Christmas slippers 
Y EF A ser 





Conscientious Scruples 
Draft official—On what ground do you claim 
exemption from military service? 
Rastus, Esy.—Dis wah am bein’ fit 
worl’ safe fo’ demockasy, am it not? 
Draft official—Yes; sure. 
Rastus, Esq.—Wal, Ise a ‘publican. 


to mek de 


I shall be glad 
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Clarice’s Fear 

Clarice—Sniff, sniff! ©Ch—Ch—Charlie has 
France. 

Florence—Don’t worry, dear. 


gone to 


You know, a soldier has but 


one chance in five hundred of losing his life in the trenches. 
Clarice—Yes, I know that, boo, hoo! 
girls. 


But it’s those French 
They say they are pretty, the minxes! 
Her Message 
HE stands beneath the mistletoe alone 
~/ And from her fingertips a kiss is blown 
To one “‘somewhere in France’’—that he may know 
Her memory thrills to last year’s mistletoe. 


His Message 
E stands beneath the flag ‘‘somewhere in France” 
Where bayonets in Christmas sunlight dance, 
And homeward wafts a kiss, and bids it go 
Straight to a lass beneath the mistletoe. 
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“So you wish to offer your services to'the Government. In what capacity?’ 
“I am an undertaker, sir, and when the Government wants the Hohenzollerns buried 


to officiate free of charge. 
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WAN DER UL US T 


By 


A girl with dreamy eyes, 
And looked at views of city streets 
With discontented sighs. 
She yearned to leave her village home 
And stroll along Broadway, 
Where night was crowned with jeweled lights 
That changed it into day. 


. .. sat before a stereoscope, 


SHE trod the pavements of New York, 
The place of her desire, 

And gazed her fill at arch and bridge 
And monument and spire. 

She mingled with the hurrying throngs, 
But still unsatisfied 

Turned to the West, the wonder-land 
Of woods and waters wide. 


MINNA 


IRVING 





IN Santa Clara’s fruitful vale 

She breathed the rare perfume 
From orchards where eternal spring 

Was robed in snowy bloom, 
And then her roving spirit led 

Her ever restless feet 
To Florida, to stray among 

Its orange-blossoms sweet. 


ETURING home she met a youth, 
And in his ardent eyes 
Of clear and honest gray beheld 
Her long-sought paradise. 
She takes another journey soon,— 
The smile upon her lip 
Proclaims it is the best of all— 
It is her wedding-trip. 








Santa Claus Controlled 


By A. H. FOLWELL 


ILLIE turned and tossed in his Christmas 
W Eve sleep—there was nothing odd in 

that. He had done so every Christmas 
Eve since he was big enough to comprehend 
that Christmas meant presents. But now, it 
seemed to him, he was wide awake and staring 
straight at Santa Claus. 

With the aid of a dark lantern, Santa was 
filling Willie’s stocking, and his manner in no 
sense suggested the “‘jolly old elf’’ of Mr. Moore’s 
poem. Not only did he fail to “shake when he 
laughed, like a bowl-full of jelly” but he failed 
to laugh. In fact, he was bowing his head and 
sighing. 

“Three,” he said to himself; ‘that’s all; just 
three. Oh, it’s terrible; I wish I’d given the busi- 
ness up. Anything would be preferable to this.” 

Then, with the saddest kind of sad eyes, he 
turned and looked at Willie. 

“So you’re awake, Willie, are you,’’ said 
Santa Claus; “well, I suppose I may as well tell "7Z7— 
you and get it over with. Only three candies, 
three little ones, to every stocking this Christ- 
mas, Willie. Three candies, and only one nut; 
and only half an apple. I tried my best to make 
it more, but I had no success. And see! This is the worst of 
all. This is your peppermint cane. This!” 

Sadly Santa held up a red and white wisp about the size of 
amatch. Willie’s eyes had been growing bigger and bigger, and 
at this they grew bigger still, and the corners of his little mouth 
drooped alarmingly. 

“Don’t cry, Willie,” whispered Santa Claus. “Oh, please 
don’t cry. I couldn’t bear it. Suppose your parents should 
come in and find me here. It isn’t my fault, Willie. It’s——”’ 

Here Santa Claus shook his head and sighed afresh. 
‘It’s the Food Controller, Willie. The orders come from 





The large one—Say! 


Did you call me a big moving van? 
“No, I said movie fan!” 
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“Tommy Smith’s an Atheist, Mother.” 
“Why, Bobbie, what makes you think that?” 
“Well, I know he is. He doesn’t believe in Santa Claus.” 


him. Here are your three candies. I’ve made one of them, the 
biggest of them, a hard caramel so it will last a long time.” 

And Willie and Santa together threw themselves on the 
pillow and sobbed aloud. 

Listen,” said the Mother to the Father, busy with mysteri- 
ous duties in the living room; “I think I hear Willie crying. 
Willie, is that you? What’s the matter?” 

““I—I bub-umped my he-head,” came a voice from above, 
‘on the edge of the b-b-bed, and Mama, I wuh-wish you’d come 


'? 


up and tuck mein. I had an awful, awful dream! 


Working Overtime "Neath the Holly 
HERE under the holly she’s standing, 
Fair miss in the filmy pink gown, 
Whilst I at the top of the landing 
Am holding the banisters down. 


She’s dainty, she’s charming and smiling, 
Alluring—so fellows have said. 

lo me she is not so beguiling; 
Would she were the other instead! 


Chank heaven! Tom’s kissed her—oh, Mindy, 
Fie on you! fair sister of mine! 

Break ’way and give place to Lucindy, 
Your college chum, lovely, divine 


\lone ‘neath the holly she’s standing, 
Lucindy in filigreed gown, 

Whilst I at the top of the landing 
Am holding the banisters down. 


I'm off to the blisses delightful 
Of kisses awaiting below, 

Tom's back!—This suspense it is frightful! 
I wonder will he never go? 


Ye gods! he is kissing Lucindy 
Some kisser of Kisserville fame! 
A moment ago it was Mindy— 
Ah! all of it goes with the game! 
—Horace Seymour Keller. 
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WILLING, BUT— 


Officer—Now, can you give any reasons or excuse why you are continually late on parade? 


Delinguent—Well, sorr, I can give 


ye any amount of excuses, but rayson———I’m afraid I can’t oblige ye, sorr! 


The Notion Counter 


By DOUGLAS MALLOCH 


HE time is coming when wars will be fought almost 
T entirely under water and in the air. Then the rest of us 

will not be disturbed and can go right on about our 
business. As it is, a war messes up the place terribly. 

Our Mr. Wilson seems a good deal in the position of a man 
who has crawled into a haymow to get a little sleep and then 
finds he arrived just before a barn-dance. 

About the unluckiest man in the world is the exile who was 
brought back to Russia from serving a nice, quiet life sentence 
in Siberia. 

An anti-draft orator at Davenport, Iowa, was sent up for 
twenty years. Apparently the only draft he succeeded in stop- 
ping was his own. 

The war is costing each American sixty cents a day, or 
twice enough to make the kaiser look like thirty. 

The first thing we look at in the morning papers is to see whe 
is leading the Russian league. 

It is all right to call a man a prince of a fellow, unless you 
mean a crown prince. 

They'll have to have the mud more than knee-deep to 
make the Illinois soldier boy feel at home. 

Time does fly. The female urchin you wanted to slap fifteen 
years ago you now want to marry. 

But Mr. Hoover ought to be willing to get along with one 
“o” until after the war. 

With all her 7Zeppelins, Germany wasn’t able to do to Lon- 
don what the subway contractors did to New York. 

The ordinary preacher doesn’t preach so long—for a preacher. 





Postage stamps now cost three cents, but there doesn’t 
seem to be any improvement in the quality. 

There is never anything in the dining car as fresh as the 
porter in the sleeper. 

The worst about the free verse poets is that they are still 
free. 

I am in favor of a movement to supply rubber heels to 
milkmen. 

Tammany is now engaged in making New York safe for 
Democracy. 

Save the little scraps and we shall win the big one. 


Too Much 
as HAT’S the matter with Hinkerby?” asks the friend. 
“He walks around in sort of a daze, shaking his head 
and talking to himself all the time. Has he had a shock of some 
kind?” 

“T should say so. His wife and children put up a job on him. 
They shook him down as usual for money to buy Christmas 
presents for the family, relatives and friends, and then put it all 
in a-pool and bought something for him.” 


Community of Interests 
The lumberman and beeman should be friendly all their lives; 
For one of them has shingles while the other has the hives. 
Strickland Gillilan. 


Cheer Up! 

Cheer up! Even if it does cost you a cent more to mail a 
letter, remember that Senator La Follette may still frank his 
speeches through the Post Office for nothing. 








conscience. Once again he drew back from the cup; 
once again he bowed politely and murmured “ After 
you, Madam.” And then the whole world seemed 
to whirl and grow black. The great white pillars 
with their festoons of Christmas greens swayed 
e)— “2 i. drunkenly; the Santa Claus statues were crowding 
— 3 = re upon him from all sides, suffocating him. . . . He 
=F eet . ; te re: unconscious. . Swe Seay Govetermen cue 
j Br a py. pe ' Zo ried him up to the store’s first-aid hospital, where a 
disinfected doctor, after examining him carefully, 
shook his head in a professionally pessimistic way. 
In a moment or two the conscientious young man 
opened his eyes and gazed stupidly about him. 
A beautiful nurse raised his head and bending over 
him, held a glass of water to his lips. Suddenly his 
eyes lighted with startled comprehension. He 
looked up at her and smiled a fearful, shuddering 
smile. “After you,” he murmured, and expired, 
game to the last. 
Moral: Do your Christmas shopping early. 


THIS YEAR’S SANTA 
66 HAT in the world is that?” asks Mrs. Santa 
Claus, eyeing the huge contraption which 
the old gentleman is packing with his annual assort- 
“Effie, come here and let me cut your nails.” ment of gifts for the children. 


“But I want em long, Mother, in case | get a chance to scratch that German boy “That’s a tank,” answers Santa, heaving a lot 
across the street. 
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of dolls, jumping jacks, toy trains, candy and 
He Who Hesitates Is Lost drums into the interior of the vehicle. “It’sarmored. I’m 

‘ going to go over the top and through the trenches and get these 
eee we he oe things to the kids again this year in spite of all the conserva- 





66 T happened in a large department store during the Christ- _ tionists, controllers, and other militant economists.” 
mas shopping rush. A young man stopped at one of the 
bubbling cups and leaned over to drink. At the same Stripped of its court garb, camouflage would pass in the most 


moment a woman stopped at the cup. Being a very polite democratic circles for our old friend “Bunk.” 
young man he drew back, murmured 
“After you, Madam,” and allowed the 
lady to drink first. While she was drink- 
ing several other thirsty females ap- 
peared. The polite young man drew 
still further back. All morning the proc- 
ess continued. Just as it would seem 
that the young man was to be able to 
drink another thirsty woman would stop, 
and always he would draw back with his 
politely murmured “ After you, Madam.” 

He might have gone elsewhere to 
drink, but a steadfastness of purpose, 
an iron-willed determination inherited 
from some remote pioneer ancestor held 
him to the resolve to drink from that 
particular cup, or never to drink again. 
All afternoon he waited; his face grew 
pale and wan; a great weight seemed to 
oppress him; but still he remained at his 
self-appointed post. Along toward six 
o’clock the crowd of shoppers thinned a 
little, and for one superlatively happy 
moment it seemed that at last he was 
going to be able to drink. He bent 
wearily over the cup, and then, out the 
corner of his eye he saw a woman waiting. ; OH. DEAR! 
Along with his steadfastness of purpose ‘ . ” 

Re ; “ee John is trying to sell our car. 

and his iron-willed determination he had “But why?” 
inherited the proverbial New England ‘He says the outgo for upkeep is more than his income.” 


























“Over the Top,” with the best of luck! 
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AN to his happy home retreats, when he has toiled all 
day, when he has, in the marts and streets, pulled down 
his paltry pay. 

“* Now for a few brief hours of rest,” the weary mortal sighs; 
“of earthly things one’s home is best, as say the poet guys.” 
He takes a book and sits him down to read three hours or two, 
some wartime book of wide renown, as “Britling Sees it 
Through.” He gets to Chapter Seventeen, and then his wife 
exclaims, ‘“‘Was such a pigsty ever seen? Of all the burning 
shames! Today I tidied up this room, to make it clean and 
sweet; with brush and mop and rag and broom I labored, and 
repeat. You’ve scattered ashes everywhere, they’re lying 
inches deep; it’s like the cavern where a bear has had its winter 
You’ve burned a hole in my best rug, you’ve cracked 
Was such a husband ever dug from out the 


sleep. 
that chair again! 
ranks of men?” 

Then to a more secluded nook he takes himself away; and 
tries to read the cherished book he’s thought about all day. 
And to his side comes daughter Grace, from realms upstairs 
she trots; she has a dark and tragic face, like Mary Queen of 
of Scots. 

“You promised me three weeks ago that I should have new 
shoes, the kind that costs ten bones a throw, that all the swell 
girls use. Each week since then you’ve put me off; you’d blow 
yourself next week; and all my girl friends sneer and scoff, and 
say I am a freak; they look at me with darkened brows, they 
seem distressed and sore, because I’m wearing old black scows 
I’ve had two years or more. 

She’s wound up for three hours, at least, so sadly Dad re- 
pairs, with his long-winded Britling feast, down to the cellar 
stairs. There, with a candle on a step, he reads the tragic tale; 
how Mr. Britling lost his pep, grew haggard, stern and pale. 

But little Alexander comes, who should be in his cot: 
“Say, Dad, I want a top that hums—the kind the Jones boy 
got.” 

Dad throws the volume to his feet; the hour of wrath has 
struck; and down the dusty village street he straightway 


runs amuck. 











THE POINT 


{( JOKE!” shouted old Scribbler to his chum, as they 
sat on the lawn that pleasant June day. 

“‘T have no doubt it is, but what is it?”’ 

“Well, the editor of The Laffer commissioned me to write 
a really humorous Christmas story. Incidentally, he men- 
tioned these items as taboo: 

“*All about Christmas bills—receiving and sidestepping 
them, the anguish occasioned by them, the imprecations hurled 
at them, their popping up in unexpected places for six months 
after they’re incurred. 

“** All about Christmas gifts—people never getting what they 
want or expect, hocking them in time of need, using them as 
engagement and wedding presents to others, selling them for 
what they will bring at the junkman’s, storing them in attics 
and cellars. 

“*All about mistletoe—kissing your wife or mother-in-law 
by mistake under the mistletoe in the belief that the person is 
a beauteous maid, striking it at random and finding an aged 
spinster awaiting the nectar from your lips. 

“All about Christmas feasting—the nightmare caused by 
too much turkey and mince pie, the small boy in an agony of 
colic from overindulgence, the joy felt by the impecunious one 
at being unexpectedly invited to a Christmas dinner, the unex- 
pected arrival of your country cousins to participate in the 
Christmas revels. 

“*All about Christmas cards—those which passionate 
lovers write and are lost in the mails, Christmas poets turning 
them out by the score in the blistering heat of midsummer. 
Don’t you think it mighty funny for an editor to ask me to 
write a really humorous Christmas story with all that stuff left 
out? Hey?” —Nathan M. Levy. 





What can Mr. Hoover expect of a country which started by 
filling up Boston harbor with perfectly good tea? 
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“Gosh! Joe, I’m pretty near dead! I'll be glad to git back to me 


furniture movin’ job where I kin take it a bit easy.” 

















THE END O 








ILLY AND JACK, both in khaki, walked blithely up 
the steps of Judge Henry’s mansion on the Avenue. 


But they were fifteen seconds apart. Billy, hear- 

ing Jack’s steps behind him, turned to look just as 

Dawkins let him in. And Dawkins, with a frown 
that always becomes a butler, had hardly closed the door when 
he had to open it again to Jack. 

Billy and Jack had both called to see Madge Henry. They 
were well acquainted, but the circumstance was such that they 
stood in the reception room as insulated as strangers might 
have stood, both trying to conceal embarrassment, after they 
had mechanically nodded to each other without a word. 

Presently Miss Henry came in. She was more than a pic- 
ture, for pictures do not exhale beauty and a charming vitality. 
And she was not embarrassed. 

“*So you both came on the minute!” she said, smiling and 
touching Billy’s hand as she passed him to touch Jack’s. She 
would have touched Jack’s first had he been as near her en- 
trance as Billy was. No analyst of the signs of favor could 
possibly have found any difference between the smile she gave 
Billy and the smile she gave Jack. 

“I... ” began Billy. 

“You... ” enta feck. 

Each stopped at his own monosyllable, embarrassed. 

“Come! I wish to talk to you both,” said Miss Henry, in- 
dicating a spacious sofa, in the centre of which she settled 
gracefully, by two gestures of equal favor bestowing Billy on 
one side and Jack on the other. Neither of them presumed to 
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sit as close to her as either of them would have done had he been 
alone with her. “You,” said she, turning to Billy, “asked me to 
go to the play with you this evening. And you did me a like 
honor.” This to Jack. “I declined both invitations, and asked 
you both to call.” 

“But, Madge—I mean Miss Henry... 

“Oh, don’t be so formal! Haven’t I called you ‘Billy’? 
Just as I have called him ‘Jack.’” Two exactly-apportioned 
smiles were again bestowed. ‘And I should violate no confi- 
dence here if I should say something more, my dears.” 

“Say it, please!” said Billy, looking unfavorably upon Jack. 
The plural form of her affectionate epithet was distasteful. 

“Yes. Whatever it may be!” joined Jack, looking de- 
fiance at Billy. 

“Well, you both have also honored me with proposais of 
marriage.” 

Billy and Jack straightened up and became tense. 

“What did I answer you to that, Billy?” 

Billy stirred nervously and hesitated. ‘You said you would 
be a dear friend to me, but that...” 

“Just what I also said to you, Jack.” 

“Part of it. Yes.” 

“T added to both—for I am equally fond of both of you— 
you are both as dear to me as brothers, and in just the same 
way.” 

“But that is so old—that ‘brother’ stuff,” said Billy. “TI 
didn’t take your refusal—and shall not take it—seriously.” 
“Same here,’’ said Jack. ‘I’m going to persist.” 
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“One of us may induce you to change your mind,” added 
Billy. 

“Well, I’ve been perfectly fair with you both. You are like 
all boys who imagine they are in love.” 

“Imagine!” exelaimed Jack. 

“Oh, I say, Madge!” Billy was equally positive. 

The young men rose together and illustrated the difficulty of 
scorning each other silently and beaming upon a young woman 
at the same, moment. 

“T’m sailing for France in three days,” said Jack. “Will you 
write to me?” 

“T’m sailing in a week,” put in Billy. “I shall expect 

“QO, I shall write to both of you if you insist! And don’t take 
me seriously. Good luck to both!” 

Six months later a dispatch rider, a sergeant, was speeding 
along a highway in France so close to the battle line that shells 
burst continuously near his course. By degrees another dis- 
patch rider of like rank overtook him. The first cyclist was 
Billy. As he turned, conscious that he had company, he recog- 
nized Jack. They acknowledged each other with a single keen 
glance—the din was deafening—and grimly pursued their way 
together. They had not met since the day they left Judge 
Henry’s mansion, going separate ways. 

They rode for miles with no other token of recognition, 
tense in nerve because of constant danger, until they reached a 
few scattered houses in ane of which they knew they should find 
the command to which they had both been directed from sepa- 
rate points. Dismounting, they greeted each other with the 
spirit of comradeship which the terrors of the French front 
inspire even in mere acquaintances. Small civil-life rivalries are 
forgotten in the profound stress of war. 

Going into a farm house that had escaped all but incidental 
injury they sat down together and were served with the best the 
sole occupant, an old woman, could provide. 








Presiding Officer of Court Martial—Twenty days in prison for boiling eggs in your helmet! 


“By the way, Jack,” inquired Billy after a space, “did 
Miss Henry ever write to you?” 

“Once,” replied Jack. ‘“‘Three months ago I got a letter 
saying she was engaged. She didn’t give the lucky chap’s 
name.” 

“I got the same sort of a letter, but I guess I know a bit 
more about her.” 

“Yes? How did you learn it?” 

“Do you remember Thad Lyman?” 

“Yes, although I knew little of him except that he was a 
pretty fast chap. Nothing serious against him, I suppose.” 

“Well, he was in training long before we took up the game. 
A while after I came out here I was transferred to a detachment 
which he commanded. In a raid I was one of three that found 
himin a shell hole. We didn’t recognize him, as he was tovered 
with mud spattered by a shell that got him. We went into his 
pockets for indentification. Three letters we found were from 
Madge Henry.” 

“What kind of letters?” 

““Not the sort a girl writes to a brother. 
fiancé.” 

“You say ‘is.’”’ 

“The surgeons say he will recover.” 


Lyman is her 


CAMOUFLAGE 
Aiser applying near-natural color to her cheeks. 
A gentleman wearing an obesity belt. 

A young couple suddenly discussing music when someone 
unexpectedly enters the room. 

A false hood and wide fenders on a Ford. 

Having yourself paged at a hotel. 

Explaining why the food at Thempson’s or Childs’ agrees 
with you better than fancy cooking. 

Stenographers carrying lunch in music rolls. 
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CURRENT PLAYS 








Oodeeceorress 





Representing the Anti-Gambling Society of Fishburg, 
1U., Sam and Birdie Springer have come to Monte Carlo 
to investigate the awful practices of the place. Mrs. 
Springer manages to gather some worth-while material in 
the shape of a rotund bank-roll. 

“‘ My poor, misguided Birdie! ” 

“Can you ever forgive me for gambling ? ” 

“Yes—whenever you have luck like that!” 








Norah, the pretty widow assisting Farrington in making his wife sorry she eloped with another 
man, is lenient toward tittle failings—es pecially her own. 

“Perhaps I might beg some cognac! I know it’s bad for me but I don’t care. 
I like things that are bad for me. My husband was a connoisseur of cognac. It 
was learning to be one that finished him. You can’t be a connoisseur of liquor 
and drive a motor car at the same time.” : 

—CHARLES CHERRY, S. Harry Irvine and Luctte WATSON in “The Naughty 
Wife.” 











—Jutretre Day and Sam Harpy in “The 
Riviera Girl.” 





The professor demonstrates to the Kaiser his wonderful new method for reconstructing soldiers 
nit of the fragments left on the battlefields, 

“And, your majesty, we are manufacturing human limbs on an interchangeable 
basis . so that if any or all of his parts are shattered in the course of battle, 
the parts may be supplied by number, and the fighting unit returned to the 
trenches with but little loss of time and the minimum of inconvenience to your 
majesty’s service.” 

—JoserH Macautay, Evcene Warp and Frank Coxrovy in “Efficiency,” 


George Sand, novelist, practiced what she wrote Her 
life was an exceedingly colorful serial, with a different 


hero for each installment. Heine, who occurred about the 
middle, knew that the synopsis of previous chapters was a 
bit complicated. 
‘Ah, Heine, my heart is a grave!” 
“Don’t you mean a cemetery, George ? 
—Mrs. Fiske and FERDINAND GOTTSCHALK 
in ““Madame Sand.” 
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Emblem of the new French Theatre. 


’ 


66 HERE’S a new little theater born every year,” remarked the 
Parlor Wit. ‘Soon they’ll have to be starting an orphanage 
to take care of the dramatic foundlings that have been laid 
at the public’s door.” 
‘Forlorn infants they may be, but some of them are young 
giants,” retorted the Drama Leaguer sagely. 

“Well, I have not noticed any signs of precociousness yet. Most 
of them are still in the puling state. First there was the original 
Little Theater: very exclusive and Bostonese, with coffee between the 
acts to keep you keyed up to the intellectual pitch. Then there was 
the Princess: a select Chamber of Horrors, where frightfulness was 
served up in style at three dollars per set of shivers. (This playhouse 
never succeeded till the horrors were swept out and pretty girls in- 
stalled in place of them, so that the thrills caused by the nearness 
of the stage to the spectator would be thrills of a different and more 
pleasurable order.) Then there was the Punch and Judy: a trumpeter 
in livery got up before each performance and tooted a horn, but later 
you decided there wasn’t much to blow about. Then there was the 
Bandbox: very modern and liberal and ultra-ultra, but amateurish 
and with the pose of Washington Square-ism showing off. And then 
the Neighborhood Playhouse: meant to regenerate the lower East 
Side—a highbrow slumming experiment. Now the highbrows 
themselves and genteel slummers pack the place and grumble 
that it so inconveniently located; while the real East 
Side, still unregenerate, prefers to have its uplifting done by Charlie 
Chaplin.” 

“Very speciously put—even though you forgot to include Stuart 
Walker’s Portmanteau Theater in your 


is 


diatribe.” MUSE GRIT 
“Oh, yes, out of all these theaterettes 4i)\8) Preis wait { 
Walker couldn’t find one to suit him, PY i he AWA 


the best drama New York has seen in ten years has been 
given in the little theatres. 


“ T am particularly enthusiastic over the two small playhouses 
which have only recently opened their doors, the Greenwich Village 
Theater and the new French Theater. The former, under the gratify- 
ingly intelligent direction of Frank Conroy, proved at once that it was 
an institution of a high order. The opening bill, consisting of three short 
plays—a Schnitzler comedy acted with refreshing naturalness and 
subtlety; a timely war play that combines thrills and satire in a very 
unusual manner; and a pleasing poetic drama called ‘Behind a 
Watteau Picture’—these constitute a beginning of much promise. I 
was agreeably surprised’ by the absence of that affectation which 
characterizes most things connected with Greenwich Village. In the 
audience, to be sure, there were a number of long-haired men and 
short-haired women, but what transpired on the stage was sincere, 
straightforward, true. I felt pretty certain that any subsequent bill 
there would be worth seeing—which is more than I can say for any 
other playhouse in town except the French Theater. 


“This theater, which is the old Garrick remodeled beyond recog- 
nition, is like nothing else in America. Indeed it is so unlike our 
ordinary conception ot a theater that I could not describe it without 
diagrams. It is a curiosity worth seeing even if one does not under- 
stand French. But it is far more than a curiosity. It is a living house 
of art—an art that is strange and foreign to us, but tremendously 
striking. Copeau, besides being an actor of very unusual attain- 
ments and _ versatility, with a fine 
voice and presence, has managed to 
instil into his players an enthusiasm 
and sincerity and esprit de corps 
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so he introduced his patent device that make their work genuinely effec- 
for turning any theater into a little tive. He smiles at the thought of 
one.” i an] being an uplifter or philosopher of 

“Yet some of the plays he ac- eens the theater, claiming that his sole 
commodated on that small stage of ambition for his playhouse is that 
his were bigger as regards the impression it shall ‘be clean, earn the respect 


they made on the minds of the audience 
than a Hippodrome spectacle with all its 
scenic vastness. Think of * The Gods of 
the Mountain.’ 

““Didn’t see that.”’ 


“Ah,” said the Critic. ‘‘And I 
fancy, from hearing your ingenious 
and entertainingly inaccurate tirade 


that you missed also ‘ Prunella,’ ‘Ruther- 
ford and Son,’ ‘The Queen’s Enemies,’ 
“King Argimenes,’ ‘Overtones,’ ‘ Another 
Way Out,’ * Pierrot the Prodigal,’—plays 
in comparison with which the ordinary 
Broadway 
showing. 





make a 
fact remains 


offerings 
For the 


sorry 


that The new Greenwic 








of the public and the friendship of 
the poets’—an admirable motto for a 
manager. He is trying to be the 
Moliére of the Twentieth Century, 
and he may yet be. At any rate his 
theater will be a great blessing to New 
York. It is worth learning French to be 
able to enjoy the performances, such as 
his vivid presentation of ‘Scapin’ which 
he chose for a premiére. And even people 
who cannot understand the language will 
be interested in the fine stage pictures 
shown in the delightful setting which 
Antonin Raymond, the architect, has 


h Village Theatre. created. 
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WAR CARTOONS FROM ABROAD 
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Finance in Poland 


“Panie kasjerze, zabraklo mi marek, wszystkie wyslalem.”’ 
“Czy i teraz pan ciagle wysylasz do rosji?”’ 


“*Wiecznie to samo. 


Z ta roznica, ze teraz pod innemi adresami."’ 


““Mr. Cashier, I am short of marks.” 
“Sorry, but I can’t oblige you to-day.”’ 


“ Why not ?” 


“ All the gold I have here has been ordered shipped to the 
Bolsheviki in Russia.””—Mucha (Moscow, late of Warsaw). 
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“The real enemy is the war spirit fostered in Prussia. 
That ideal, that war spirit, has its shrine in Potsdam. There 
will be no peace in the world, there will be no liberty until 
that shrine is shattered and its priesthood dispersed for 
ever:” Liroyp GEorGE.—News of the World (London). 








The German Bat 


“Ik ben de vrede, kijk naar mijn vleugels, 
Ik been de oorlog, kijk naar mijn kop!" 


“T am Peace—see my wings! 
“T am War—see my head!”—De Nieuwe Amsterdammer 
(Amsterdam). 














The Dove Hunter 


*‘Cada vez vuela mas alto!” 


“The blamed thing keeps flying higher!”—Jberia (Bar- 


celona). 
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SOME Thrilling War Statistics—li 

all the shoestrings of the allied armies 
were made into one shoestring, it would pass 
seventeen and a quarter times around the 
earth. 

If the swear words expended in one day’s 
fighting on the western front were rolled into 
one word, that word would be more powerful 
than Vesuvius in eruption. 

If every book that has been written about 
the war were read by one man, that man 
would go crazy. 

If the poisoned gas loosed in one Congres- 
sional session were collected and blown 
toward the German lines we would have the 
war won. 

















That Caveman Feeling 


Leo—I wonder why none of the New York 
Giants have been drafted? 
Leander—Huh! We want to win this war. 


That Ball at Webster Hall 


1 Washington Square Affair 


The dark streets. 

The * bring-on-your-wild-women”’ wish. 
The arrival at the shrine of Bacchus. 
The lights, the laughter, the liquor. 
The ‘‘so-this-is-Paris”’ feeling. 

The o-so-fresh freshman. 

The lady with the green mosquito netting. 
The painfully sophomoric sophomore. 
The flowers from the Winter Garden. 
The cynical senior. 

The jazziest band. 

The lady with the blue tights. 

The groggy sailor. 

The lady without the blue tights. 

The impulse to kiss your partner. 

rhe result of that impulse. 

The six o’clock train. 

The bromo seltzer. 

The guilty feeling. 








HE Eternal Feminine—Bul—What 
are you laughing at? 
Claud—I'm afraid it’s a man’s joke. 
Bab—Then I want to hear it. 


Business man (lecturing on farm work to 


employees)—And every one of us ought to 
raise something this summer to help our 
country! 

Voice in rear 
in on our wages? 


Good! How about starting 


Maid of Paree 
Come with me, fly with me; maid of Paree, 

Fly through the warmth and the scents of the 
night. 
kind 
dazing, 

But that’s not amazing, so take no affright. 
Come with me, fly with me, maid of Paree, 

Out through the leaves and the mists of the 

night. 


rhe stars are gazing, this soft dusk is 


Fly with me, flirt with me, maid of Paree, 
One kiss in the warmth of the soft, misty 
night! 
off in the 
scorning, 
I’ve given fair warning 
fright. 
Fly with me, flirt with me, maid of Paree, 
\nd kiss in the warm little murmurs of night. 


I’m morning—now’s no time for 


there’s no cause for 


Smile with me, laugh with me. maid of Paree, 
No thought of the morrow in this fragrant 


night. 
Our moments are flying, the music is dying, 
No time for sad sighing—too soon must I 
fight. 
So—smile with me, laugh with me, maid of 
Paree, 
We've kissed in the hush and the throb of the 
night! a J. oe 8 
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The School of Appl 





CHEERING Thought—*‘I dreamed 
last night that I had died and gone to 
Hell.” 
“Well, it might have been worse.” 
“Huh?” 


“Tt might have been true.” ‘ 


War Slogan—* Don’t feed your husband- 
husband your food.” 


**What made General Goldbrade so sick?” 
“Oh, things in general.” 


‘Jack is in love with you.” 
“Yes; he is a man after my own heart.” 


‘“‘Her mouth is like a resebud.”’ 
** And like a rosebud, it’s bound to open.” 























“He is a good man to talk to.”’ 
“Why, he never says a word.”’ 
“That’s just it.” 


Witness these trenches made by grief and 
care.—Titus Andronicus, Act V, Scene 2. 
We know just how you feel, Tite, old boy. 


Spiritualist—Ah, I hear the knocking of 
your late wife. 

Patron—That 
now? 


Who’s she knocking 


so? 


John (angrily)—Now, I see through your 
subterfuge. 

Marie—Well, that’s only because there’s 
a very bright sun.” 
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Pilot (who has had a forced landing) 








A este paso, el ‘Gotha’ del ano que viene constara 


solamente de dos paginas. .. . 
‘“tPor falta de papel?”’ 
‘| No, por falta de reyes!” 


‘As things are going now the 


de Gotha for the coming | year will consist 


solely of two pages. 


‘On account of the paper shortage?’ 
‘No, because there are no more kings.’’— 


Blanco v Negro (Madrid). 





Komm! mein Moppchen, komm! 
**Haben Sie gar keine Angst. gnadige Fr: 
Vegetarier. 


“Come here, precious, come here!” 


‘Don’t be alarmed for your dog, 
I am. a_ vegetarian.’’—Fliegende 
(Munich). 





Can you tell me whereabouts I am? 
Old Jarge—Iss, zur, I can that, this yurr 
be Farmer Tamsin’s field.—London Opinion. 





Almanach 














No Safety 


“It don’t seem to me, Mrs. Wickins, as 
you’re safe anywhere with these air raids. 
They sez a cellar’s the best place; what 
about it if they send one of them sub- 
marines instead?’’—Tattler (London). 


au: ich bin 


madam; 
Blatter 























The Prodigal Nephew 


The Scot (in confiding mood): Mon, I’ve 
been a reckless young deevil in me day. I 
had a fine chance in life an’ wasted it. An 
auld aunt died and left me five pounds, an’— 
would ye beleeve it, mon?—I’d blewed the 
whole lot in seven years!—Sketch (London). 





A Matter of Taste 


Old hand—Well, mate, what d’yer think of 
the war? 

New arrival—Taking it orl together I 
think I’d rather see it on the pictures.—Pass- 
ing Show (London). 
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JUDGE’S TRENCH CHRISTMAS FUND 
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Following are additional contributions to JUDGE’S Trench Christmas Fund 
from November 24, to December |, inclusive: : 
Anderson, Margaret, Bos- | Carter, H. C., Sierra | Griffin, Mrs. W. D. & Lewis, Mabel, Richfield, Pielert, Harriet, Bengies, 
ton, Mass $ 2.00 | Madre, Calif $ 5.00 | Mr. & Rozanna, Aber- Utah ----8 4.50 Maryland.. . .8 3.00 . . i 
Araot4, ae P., Weston, Colemon, Buena, Hyman, | deen, Idaho $ 3.00 | Lien, Mrs. H. O., Hope- Price, eo E., Char- femin 
W 1.00 8. C 2.00 | Graham, Helen B., Den- SM Wivcncscscennss SMD lotte, N. C.. 50 th 
arkroyd, Mrs. A., Al- Cantrell, Dr. J. A., Pitts- ton, Texas 1.00 Lehmann, M. B., De- Pouska, Frank J., Fort At- got 
bany, N. Y 50 burgh, F 5.00 | Greiner, M., Brooklyn, | troit, Mich. +o ¢ ace 1.00 kinson, lowa. . 50 P ke 
Abbott, C. T., Indianap- Cardwell, Bessie, | N 2.00 | Levy, Mrs. M. L., Mar- Pattison, O. H., Hering- par: . 
olis, Ind 50 Billing 1.00 | Higginbotham, Mrs. Em., | lin, Tex........ -.. 1.00 ton, Kansas 50 on t 
Adams, E. P., Indianap- Chaparral, The - | Lancaster, Ky 1.00 | Liggett, Dorothy, Can- Pacitic Motor Boat Co., dren 
olis, Ind 50 ford U niversity, Cc ait 10.00 | Hunter, Jean G., Buntyn, ton, Ohio , . 100 Seattle ash 50 1 bo 
Abbott, H. A., Cleve- Davies, Mr. E., Easton, Tenn 1.00 Lo gan. David, Norwalk, Rolling, eaith M., Utica, DY ) 
land, Ohio 1.00 Pa 5.00 Hunter, Susan M., Port- nn 3.00 i. Be ‘ , 5 Tl 
Abbott, Mrs. H. L., Haver- Denham, Pearl G., Du- | land, Me 50 Ligget, Mrs. I. L., ‘Have- Roberts, Lois, Hilton, N.Y. 1.00 
ford, Pa 1.00 luth, Minn 2.00 Howland, Mrs. A. M., | ford, Pa 2.00 Richardson, Lelah, La- I kn 
Byrne, Louise, Washing- Dermott, Neilie, Lamar, E! Paso, Texas 1.00 | Lyttle, Easel, Atchison, mar, Mo............. 50 al 
ton, D.C 1.00 Mo : 50 Handsehy, F. F., Belling- | Kansas 50 Rauft, Catherine, Cleve- touch 
Butler, Horace W.,Akron, Domonick, Mr. B. A., ham, Wash 5.00 | Lester, _ British Hon- land, Ohio 5 : 50 touc 
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Four Classes He Was The Spratts 
RIES Capital, lamenting “Wife. what is this? | K SPRATT don’t say: What's th 
‘ re ‘ 2 » x 66 , . . at??? 
y “T want all men to know War bread made without flour, milk, that?” : = by 
‘os g Ss y r ° ° ° of 99 ~ s as gr if 
With cost of labor rising ; or eggs. They say it will sustain life. About his € hri tmas gift. Ki 
I soon shall come to woe. < ree” F .o» Mrs. Spratt don’t gloom the flat 
I s’pose I’m the proving grounds: . ages me 
Because with hers she’s miffed. 
Cries Labor, loud complaining. , Each year a chair each gives to each “ 
oae.. a . . Matter of Protection ~ eee sgt 20 ou 
rhe times are most unfair; : To show affection’s chain; 
With cost of living mounting Crawford—It seems to me that the Next Christmas, with a fitting speech, 
I do not get my share.” styles are not quite as bad as they were Each gives it back again. 
a while ago. if 
Che Ultimate Consumer Crabshaw—No, the weather is getting Perplexed 
clare . . ’ ; 
Declares with mournful whine colder. Bess—Marriage doesn’t always turn in 
66 av wr i > ore: = . 
i pay “ ill the _ rs; out happily. 5 
NO lot Is worse than mine. te iti T . 
His Position Jess—No, nor divorce, even. vi 
ce ¢ sel ?? . : . 
No, sir! y sly ss Mr. Gap W 
But last we hear the turkey No, sir!” virtuously 2 aid Mr. ¢ a True Blue 
Remark in accents deemed Johnson, of Rumpus Ridge, Ark. I 
; ° ° ° ’ 
‘My fate is still the saddest don’t believe in a woman doing a man’s “This is a rich man’s war.’ ct 
The Ultimate Consumed.” work, unless, of course, he happens to “You’re right. Quite a number of rich fe 
‘ ° 99 . ” 
—McLandburgh Wilson. have something else on hand. men are in the ranks. a 
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By ANNA CADOGAN E 


The Theory Versus the Condition 
HE word “feminism” brings horror to the ear, but the condition created 
T by feminism is really nice. 

" [recall a postoffice in a small town before and after taking a dose of 
jeminism. No need to describe the previous condition, but after the lady 
got the job the place was like a parlor; the empty lot next door became a 
park and the band played there; the men left their cigars outside; the chil- 
dren tip-toed in with bated breath; the town which began by scoffing ended 
by boasting. 

The other day came the story of a feminized shanty—the sort we 
all know that houses the gateman at the railway crossing. And again the 
touch of feminism brought joy to the community. When soap and water 
ind clean curtain—the tools of feminism—had wrought their magic, the peo- 
ple came bearing tribute in the shape of fruit and chocolate cake. Only so 
could they express the approval felt in their souls for feminism in action. 
\nd the man boss declared with enthusiasm, ‘‘ Wimmin is better than men. 
You don’t find them curled up drunk on the shanty floor.” 

So it is that before the theory of feminism the human being recoils with 
consternation, but before the condition wrought by feminism it gurgles with 


asatisfied delight. 


A Case of Unconscious Sex-Antagonism 
O* November 6 in New York State he cast his first vote against woman 
suffrage. Behind him lay a long life in which he not only had voted 
jor suffrage but during which his name had figured prominently on the roll 
book of the local suffrage organization. 

His five daughters gathered in humiliation and astonishment to confer 
on the family disgrace. “‘Why, it is a public insult to us!” exclaimed one. 
“But his reasons,”’ said another, “are so ridiculous. His mind is surely 
weakening!” 

But the wisest of them all said, ‘“‘I know what is the matter with dad. 
Since he retired from business he has been suffering from an overdose of 
iemales. He associates with them all day long. His only exercise is doing 
their errands. He gets out his car but to tote them about. Of course he 








loves us dearly, but I believe just the same that his vote was his protest 
against his condition of serfdom to the female apron string.” 

“You are right,”’ said another, ‘‘and sex antagonism is no joke. 
men rise above it and many women sink under it but it is there just the same. 
{nd it won’t disappear until all the bumps of inequality of opportunity be- 
tween men and women have been ironed out smooth. To which end the 
men of New York did a notable job with the flatiron on election day.” 


Some 


Why Austria Won’t Have Jurywomen 
lr looked for a time as though Austria was going to take a chance on the 
jurywoman. But after many sober second thoughts it has been decided 
that it cannot be; that the Woman, as God made her, is motivated strictly 
by sentiment; that cold reasonable considerations never influence her; that 
Kipling knew what he was talking about when he said that man in govern- 
“uplifts his erring hands to some God of abstract justice which no 
So the ladies, God bless them, were again counted 


ment 
woman understands.” 
out. 


The Reichstag Talks About It. 

N the German Reichstag the question of votes for women got so far that it 
was actually talked about and that is going some for Germany. The 
influx of women into an industrial world previously run by men seemed to 
some a reason for letting the influx run along into the political world pre- 
viously and currently run by men. If women can work as men, it was asked, 
why can’t they vote as men? 

“N , no!” came the protest. “It is only as a housewife that woman 
could bring anything new to politics and as a housewife she is too busy to 
fetch it. The woman in industry could bring nothing that men have not 











already brought.” 

And the protestor slammed the door of his mind on the idea that, even 
if the woman in industry could bring nothing new to politics, politics might 
turn on her a more smiling face if she were a voter as well as a toiler. 
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Woman, lovely 
woman, of every 
race and clime, in 
every variety of 
costume—from the 
smile and the neat 
fitting suit of sun- 
shine of the belles 
of tropical Poly- 
nesia and Mela- 
nesia to the furs of 
the natives of the 
home of the Frost 
King — greet the 
reader on_ every 
page in hundreds 
of photographs 
never before  re- 
produced in 


























THE ONLY WORK OF 
ITS KIND 


An interesting and splendid set of 
books for every man or woman who 
loves to study human nature. The 
only standard work that describes the 
women of all races and nations from 
studies made on the spot. Read a 
woman’s description of the life of the 
veiled ladies of the Harem; of how the 
women of China, India, and other re- 
mote parts of the earth, make love, 
marry, keep house and treat their hus- 
bands. The vast collection of photo- 
graphs reproduced in these volumes 
show you exactly how they look. 


WOMEN WOME! 
OF ALL: OF AL 
NATIONS NATION 


C EGO <x ) 
WOMENWOMEN 
OF ALL ‘OF ALL 
NATIONS NATIONS 


BY 
TAJOYCE|T.A JOYCE 
MA & MA G&G 
NWIHOMASINNS THOMAS 


MA M.A 


The psychological characteristics of women are 
discussed; their toilettes are depicted, and the 
fashions range from the laces and frills of the 
Parisienne down to the next to nothing of the 
Fijian belle. 








A standard, authoritative work, by such men 
as Prof. O. T. Mason, of the Smithsonian 
Institution; Mr. Archibald Colquhoun, Lady 
Ramsay, Lucy M. J. Garnett, ond many others, 
who as the result of first-hand studies have made Women of All Nations as 
interesting and readable as a story book. ‘ 








A Thrilling Library of Travel 

of All Lands Customs of Love - Making and 
A History of Woman Marriage 
The 4 sumptuous volumes are large quarto size (1134 x 844 inches); printed on superb 
paper and handsomely bound in cloth. Magnificently illustrated with hundreds of photo- 


graphs brought from every part of the world for this purpose and never before used. 
Among the pictures is a series of superb plates in color. 


A Picture Gallery of Women 





$1.50 Down This unique work is ' Brunswick Subscription Co., 1116 Brunswick Bidg., New York City 
published by Cassell I enclose $1.50 first payment on one complete set 
$1.00 per Month & Company, Limited, J of WOMEN O ALL NATIONS, | If satisfactory, 
f L » fe P om will remit you $1.9%a month until the price, $15.50, 
of London, the famous art publishers. | has been paid. Otherwise, I will, within 5 days, ask 
lhe value of the work in years to come for instructions for the return of the books at your 
can hardly be exaggerated, for as civili- | expense, whereupon my $1.50 is to be refunded. 
zation advances the customs and cos- 


tumes shown in this set will disappear. § DEREER oc cccccccccccccccccecccccccsceveseeeece 
The supply available at this price as. in eneessetessondaes cbendusdeaebecees 
and on these terms is strictly limited. COSUpatheR, oc cccccescccccs ee eeereresns pees 
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ROMEIKE’S 
PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU 


We will send you all newspaper 
clippings which may appear 
about you, your friends, or any 
subject on which you may want 
to be “up-to-date.” Every news- 
paper and periodical of impor- 
tance in the United States and 
Europe is searched. Terms, $5.00 
for 100 notices. 


HENRY ROMEIKE 


106-110 Seventh Avenue 
New York City 














Wall Nuts 


By JAMES 
MONTGOMERY FLAGG 





his clever picture, 
in full colors, 
11x14, mounted on 
a heavy mat, ready 
for the frame, sent 
prepaid for twenty- 
five cents. 


Judge Art Print 
Department L 


225 FIFTH AVE. 
NEW YORK CITY 
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“MADE AT KEY WEST— 


Fun from the Fighting Men 


Contributed by the Boys in Uniform 


“The Rookies’ Lament’ 


By Corp. Samuel Silverstein, Co. E, 48 Infantry, Camp 
Stuart, Ne wport News, Va. 





O more ham and eggs or grapefruit 
When the bugle blows for chow; 
No more apple pie or dumplings, 
For we’re in the army now. 
For they feed us beans for breakfast, 
And at noon we have ’em too, 
And at night they fill our tummies 
With good old army stew. 


No more fizzes, beer or highballs 
When we’ve got an awful thirst, 
If you’re thinking of enlisting 
Best get used to water first; 
For the lid’s on tight all over 
And the drillin’ makes us warm, 
But we can’t cool off with liquor 
‘Cause we wear the uniform. 


No more shirts of silk and linen, 
We all wear the “O.D.” stuff; 
No more nightshirts or pajamas, 
For our pants are good enough; 
No more feather ticks or pillows; 
But we’re glad to thank the Lord 
That we’ve got a cot and blanket 
When we might have just a board. 


For they feed us beans for breakfast, 
And at noon we have ‘em too, 

And at night they fill our tummies 
With a good old army stew. 

But by jinks, we'll lick the Kaiser 
When the sergeants teach us how, 

For, hang him, he’s the reason 
That we’re in the army now. 


A War Horse 


By Emmet D. O'Brien, Co. 36, 166th Depot Brigade, Camp 
Lewis, Washington. 





Taps—What kind of a horse do you call 
that? 

A syouwere—That is a war horse. 

Taps—A war horse. What is a war 
horse? 

Asyouwere—It is a horse that would 
sooner die than run. 
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Accent on the Up 


By Gustav A. Anderson, Co. 3, First Reg., U. 8S. N. Camp, 
Charleston, 8. C. 


Leader of setting-up exercises—Now | am 
going to count till three. When I say 
“One!” you bend your knees; at “Two!” 
you jump as high as you can; but be d—n 
sure I don’t catch any o’ you guys go down 
before I say “Three!” 


Taking It Literally 


By H. V. Arnold, 308 Inf. Co. F, Camp U pton, 
Yaphank, L. 1.. 





Guard at gate (to rookie about to make his 


exit—Where you going? 


Happy one—Home! The Captain dis- 


missed the company! 


The Misanthrope’s Liberality 
HE Christmas waits are out tonight 
Chanting their long-drawn carols; 
They'll be expecting presents, and 
I'll give to them both barrels. 
—Tennyson J. Daft. 


But It’s Blessed to Give! 
IHE shopping was over. A tempting ar- 
ray 
Of purchases covered the bed; 
The buyer inspected the costly display 
And sighed as she mournfully said: 


“Nell ought to be pleased with this coffee 
machine; 

I've wanted one like it for years. 

And Sarah should value the 
tureen, 

To part with it drowns me in tears. 


handsome 


“The manicure set is an ivory dream; 

‘Tis awful, but I must confess 

I kissed it and hugged it. I simply could 
scream 

To think that it’s going to Bess. 


“This beautiful, elegant ormolu clock 
[ often have prayed for its mate, 
But at it Miranda may fillip a rock 
\nd toss it outside of her gate.” 
+ * ~ 
Each Christmas her bosom thus rankled and 
burned, 
Desiring these things for herself; 
She never could buy them, though long she 
had yearned 
The presents took all of her pelf. 
—Terrell Love Holliday. 
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You probably 
have a number 


of friends—— 
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whom you would like to remember with 
some less expensive but characteristic gift. 


For a person who has a sense of humor and likes 
good pictures we suggest a gift-subscription to 


The Happy Medium 


Long after the holly and the mistletoe have disap- 
peared, Judge will come each week a fresh reminder 
of the giver. 


For $1.00 each we will send Judge for three months to the 
persons you indicate, together with a tasteful card bearing 
the season’s greeting and the message that Judge is coming 


as a gift from you. Fill out the coupon and send it in. 





| Judge, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 


acta 


| Enclosed is ..Please send Judge for three months to | 
NE os 5c kan es RAW o8+ a Sade ven edndamew es guaaehe aes ewes aeeks ee enne ond 

Address ........ eer = sw Maia & Ave sparen In ae peace ining mince ee eee | 

| with a gift-card bearing my name. | 
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W. 42nd St. Evenings at 8.30, 
Matinees Wednesday and 
Saturday at 2.30 


A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


Business Before Pleasure 


with BARNEY BERNARD & ALEXANDER CARR 
By Montague Glass and Jules Eckert Goodman 
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LOU TELLEGEN 


“ “BLIND YOUTH” 


By Willard Mack and Lou Tellegen 























COLEMAN HOUSE 


Asbury Park, New Jersey 
A magnificent Hotel with an unobstructed view of 
the Boardwalk and Ocean. 
Commending itself to people of refinement. Service 
American and European. 
For booklet and rates write to A. M. Sexton,Proprietor 












WHITE 
, VALLEY GE M S 
Look and Wear Like Diamonds 
Brilliancy Guesantees 25 years. Will 
. cut glass. Stand acid and fire tests 
and scratch a file. Any style 14-K solid gold 
ring, pin or stud, (regular diamond mount- 
ing) sent for pay Examination. No Money in Advance. 
Write toda ial prices and free catalog. 

WH TE ALLEY GEM CO., Mfg. Jewelers 
828 Wulsin Building Indianapolis, Indiana 


FILM FUN 





10 Cents a Copy $1.00 a Year | 


For Sale On All Newsstands 
LESLIE-JUDGE COMPANY 
225 Fifth Avenue - - - #£=New York City 


NEW HOTEL BINGHAM, Philadelphia 


In the center of everything. Large, well lighted and com- 
fortable rooms. Hot and cold running water in every room. 
Only hotel having direct Subway connection with all rail- 
road stations and ferries. Roof garden. Club breakfast. 
Special luncheons Rooms without bath, $1.50; with bath, 


2.00 per day and up. FRANK KIMBLE, Manager. 








WANTED—AN IDEA! WHOCAN THINK OF SOME 


simple thing to patent? Protect your ideas, they may bring 
you wealth. Write for “Needed Inventions” and “How to 








Get Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co., 
Patent Attorneys, Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 





In New York Theatres 


irt and Opportunity—Cort. Eleanor Painter in slender 
comedy by Harold Chapin. 

Behind a Watteau Picture; Efficiency; The Festival of 
Bacchus—Greenwich Village Theater. Three short 
but interesting plays presented in excellent taste. 
A pilgrimage to this out-of-the-way theater is amply 
rewarded. 

Business before Pleasure—Eltinge. Highly Jaughable 
adventures of Potash and Perlmutter in filmdom. 
Cheer Up—Hippodrome. Mammoth vaudeville and 

spectacle. 

Chu Chin Chow—Manhattan. Remarkable Oriental 
spectacle with music. 

Couniry Cousin, The—Gaiety. Well-acted comedy 
extolling the virtue of the Middle West in contrast to 
the villainy of New York, and demonstrating that 
young milli naire cads need a military dressing-down. 

Critic's Comedy, The; Neighbors; The Girl in the Coffin; 
Yum Chapad—Comedy. Washington Square Play- 
ers in three short plays and a pantomime. 

Doing Our Bit—Winter Garden. Sumptuous vaude- 
ville that is not for babes. 

Eyes of Youth—Maxine Elliott. Melodramatic glimpses 
of the future seen by a young woman in the crystal of 

a Yogi. 

Prenah Re pertory- —Theatre du Vieux Colombier. 
Jacques Copeau’s brilliant company of players 

Gipsy Trail, The—Plymouth. Fresh, original comedy 
full of whimsical surprises. 

Good Morning, Rosamond— 48th St. 

Grass Widow, The—Liberty. New farce by Channing 
Pollock and Rennold Wolff, with music by Louis 
A. Hirsch. 

Her Regiment-—Knickerbocker. Donald Brian in tune- 
ful operetta by William Le Baron and Victor Herbert. 

Jack O’ Lantern—Globe. Fred Stone in a new musical 
comedy that bids fair to equal “Chin Chin" in popu- 
larity 

King, The—Geo. M. Cohan. Leo Ditrichstein in spicy 
comedy from the French. 

Land of Joy, The—Park. Melodious and gaily-colored 
Spanish medley that comes to Broadway as a real 
novelty. Sinuous senoritas and gay toreadors in 
picturesque dances. 

Leave it to Jane—Longacre. ‘The College Widow" 
transformed into a first-class musical show. 

L'Elevation—Playhouse. Grace George in a war play 
which created a sensation in Paris 

Lombardi, Lid-——Morosco. Lively character comedy 
about a temperamental designer of gowns. 

Madame Sand—Criterion. Mrs. Fiske in scintillating 
portrayal of the lady who loved not wisely but too 
frequently. 

Masquerader, The-—Booth. Guy Bates Post in effective 
dramatization of popular novel. 

Maytime—Shubert. Exceptionally charming and well- 
acted play with music. 

Miss 1917—Century. Dazzling super-vaudeville that 
is blessed with novelty 

Naughty Wife, The—Harris. Rollicking farce about a 
husband who obligingly, even maddeningly, helps 
his wife elope with another man. 

a and Ends of 1917—Bijou. The latest “intimate” 

vue,’ as smart as any, = th Jack Norworth ofiiciat- 
on and many fair damsels dancing attendance. 

Oh, Boy—Casino. Crisp musical comedy from last sea- 
son still running on and on. 

Over the Top—4ath Street Roof. Still another “intimate 
review."" Unhackneyed music, an ample assortment 
of girls, some pretty stage pictures, and intermittent 
costumes. 

Pipes of Pan, The—Hudson. Janet Beecher and Nor- 
man Trevor in a comedy of rare charm. 

Polly with a Past—Belasco. Agreeably presented soci- 
ety comedy with Ina Claire as star. 

Riviera Girl, The—New Amste rdam. Gorgeous color, 
really pretty —y 7 1 clever dialogue and lyrics. 
Tailor-Made Man, : Cohan & Harris. Clever comedy 
about an pen a tailor’s assistant who usurped a 

dress suit and in it conquered Society. 

Three Bears, The—Empire. Showing what happened 
when Little Goldilocks invaded the bungalow of three 
woman-haters. 

Tiger Rose—Lyceum. Thrilling melodrama of the 
Great Northwest. 

What's Your Husband Doing?—30th St. Hilarioys 
farce by George Hobart. 








A Christmas Translation 
Y bank-book, ’tis of thee, 
Sad wreck of Christmas glee, 
Naught do you bring; 
Once you held figures three, 
Now not a one I see, 
Wife’s had her shopping spree 
So let us sing! 


Incessant Drilling 
“How do you like being a soldier?” 
“All right,” answered the enlisted actor. 
“But our manager is a fiend for 


rehearsals.” 








Captain Kidd’s 
Treasure 


James Montgomery Flagg Everybody 


. 





Telling It to the 
Marines 
Tony Sarg 





A Present from Her 


Sailor Friend 


James Montgomery Flagg 





A Jill for Jack 


James Montgomery Flagg 
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JUD ember 22, 1917 ; 
— Composite Ballade 


(Compiled, with the assistance of Bartlett’s Familiar 
P tations, from the works of Shakespeare, Gray, 
“ Byron, Pope, Dryden, Keats, Milton, Goldsmith, 
Berkeley, Stoddard, Omar Khayyam and Cowley.) 








The Most Inspiring Book Published in 25 Years 


500 Pages; 50 Full Page Illustrations. Handsomely Bound in Cloth 
with Gold Decorations. $3.00 a Copy 


TILL runs the water when the brook is deep, 

But winter lingering chills the lap of May; 
ei Ve The stars above their silent vigils keep, 

The curfew tolls the kne!! of parting day. 

Defaced by time, and tottering in decay, 
/ Well speeds alike the banquet and the ball. 
. The beings of the mind are not of clay— 
Bartlett contains all poems, after all! 


aL - 2 


Now rosy-fingered dawn begins to peep, 
body But mercy is above this sceptred sway; 
For neither were you playing on the steep, 
es Last night in beauty’s circle, proudly gay. 
tilor Ay, but my computations, people say 
In barren splendor feebly wait their fall; 

Alas for Tully’s voice and Virgil’s lay— 
~ ai ! 
e five Bartlett contains all poems, after all! 
Death, so-called, is a thing that makes men weep, 
5 for And those who came to scoff remained to 
ray; 
ly for Tred nature's sweet restorer, balmy sleep, 





all as Their sober wishes never learned to stray. 
Time conquers all, and we must time obey, 
snap And the tall grass o’ertops the moulding wall; 
But these are deeds that should not pass 
asa away— 


. a peo ie wes How America’s Business Giants Won Their Fortunes 
By B. C. FORBES 


There were his young barbarians, all at play— 

















full- Men can be great when great occasions call; / : 
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Reversal of Form—‘“What’s on the 
rk menu?” asked the hungry man. 
“Well,” replied the waiter, “a few articles 
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“Clean that Piece” 





The boys 
in Camp 

hike 
Pictures! 


ew~s 





The paper ‘that 
gives them the 
news and gives 
it to them 7 
pictures is the 
paper they like. 














Estep in Lesiie’s 


That paper is 


LESLIE’ 


America’s Leading Illustrated Weekly Newspaper 


You want to follow the war, too, to 
see it in the live news-photos that 
show you what words can’t begin 
to describe. You can see the war 
in Leslie’s — 


—and when you’ve finished with your copy you can 
send it to a soldier for one cent a week. 


You'll find 
the most war-pictures, 
the best war-pictures, 
FIRST, 
IN 


Leslie 
Illustrated Weekly Newspaper 


$5.00 a year 
225 FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK CITY 
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That Troublesome H—A certain English foreman in one of the 
Kensington textile factories is in the habit of having an apprentice heat his 
luncheon for him. The other day he called a new apprentice. 

‘**Go down stairs and ’eat up my lunch for me,” ordered the foreman, 

The boy—a typical young American, with no knowledge of cockney 
English—obeyed with alacrity. He was hungry. : 

Ten minutes later the foreman came down. 

‘“*Where’s my lunch?” he demanded. 

The boy gazed at him in amazement. 

“You told me to eat it up—and I ate it,”’ he stated. 

“T didn’t tell you to heat it up!” roared the irate foreman. ‘I told yoy 
to ‘eat it up.” 

“Well, I didn’t heat it up,” 
it cold.”"—Youth’s Companion. 


He also was hungry. 


maintained the youngster, stoutly. “J ate 


Practice Makes Perfect—A young Burnley weaver, according j 
an English paper, was taking her little baby to church to be christened, 

Its father had been in the trenches for three months, and it was im. 
possible for him to get home for the ceremony. 

The baby smiled up beautifully into the minister's face. 

“Well, madam,” said the minister, ‘I must congratulate you on your 
little one’s behavior. I have christened 2,000 babies, but I never chris. 
tened one that behaved so well as yours.” 

The young mother smiled demurely, and said: 

“His grandad and me hev’ bin practicin’ wi’ him fer a week wi’ a bucket 
of water!”—Current Opinion. 


Lines to a Child 
But now you are getting 
To be a regular human being, 
And the grand jury of physicians 
Will indict you yearly 
On a dozen counts. 
And in the fulness of time, 
If you are good, 
The doctors will let you have 
A comfortable middle age 
Full of hardened arteries 
Child, life is before you! 
Little John Doe, 
Science is waiting 
To find you guilty! 
New York Evening Sun. 


So, little fellow, 

You have adenoids, do you? 
How time flies! 

Very soon, now, you will 

Be big enough 

So that some doctor can 
Remove your 

Vermiform appendix! 

And then will come the dentist. 
I can look back 

And remember 

(As if it were only yesterday 
When the only charge 

The medical profession could 
Prove against you was colic; 


Specially Endowed—‘“Some un sick at yo’ house, Mis’ Carter?” 
inquired Lila. “Ah seed de doctah’s kyar eroun’ dar yestidy.” 

“Tt was for my brother, Lila.” 

“Sho! What’s he done got de matter of ’m?”’ 

““Nobody seems to know what the disease is. He can eat an’ sleep as 
well as ever, he stays out all day long on the veranda in the sun and seems 
as well as any one, but he can’t do any work at all.” 

“He cain’t—yo’ says he cain’t work?” 

“Not a stroke.” 

‘“‘Law, Miss Carter, dat ain’t no disease what yo’ broth’ got. 
a gif!’’—Evervbody’s. 


Dat’s 


Right—*‘Old Bostely says he has a million-dollar brain,”’ 
the man who was always picking up information. 

“‘He’s quite right,’ answered the other; “it would cost him fully that 
much to find out what’s the matter with it.”,—Jndianapolis Star. 


Probably It Was—*‘ Mars John,” excitedly exclaimed Aunt Tildy as 
she rushed panting into a fire-engine house,‘‘pleas, suh, phonograph to de 
car cleaners’ semporium an’ notify Dan’l to emergrate home diurgently, 
kaze Jeems Henry sho’ done iin conjured! Doctor Cutter done already 
distracted two blood-vultures from his ’pendercitis, an’ I lef him now 
prezaminatin’ de chile’s ante-bellum for de germans of de neuro-plumonia, 
which if he’s disinfected wid, dey gotter ‘noculate him wid the icecoldlated 
quarantimes—but I b’lieves it’s conjuration!”—Richmond Times-Dispatch. 


observed 


Laugh Restrained—‘‘Has a woman a sense of.humor?”’ 
‘She has,” replied Miss Cayenne. 
“But a girl who allowed herself to laugh at whatever impressed her as 














ridiculous would stand little chance of ‘being successfully proposed to.”’— 
Washington Star. 
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A GLASS OF WINE WITH THE BORGIAS 


Will he obey the imperious look of command in the eyes of the beautiful Lucrezia— 


777 i 


The youth hesitates, hand on glass. 


and partake of the proffered cup? 
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Rodrigo Borgia (Alexander V.1) 


terrible triumvirate, is told as only 
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a price within the reach of all readers. 


so much appreciated by lovers of books as works of art. 
with monogram in Gold Field. 
volumes are finished with Real Gold Tops. 


atic design, 


the magnet that has drawn him to this supper in the pontifical apartment? 
Or will he be warned before it is too late by the sinister glance shot from the cruel eyes of the 
old Pontiff, as he coldly calculates the destruction of the young gallant? 

To comply or refuse is equally hazardous. If he decline the poisoned draught will he escape the knife of the hired assassin 
even now lurking in the shadows of the Papal Palace? 
, Lucrezia and Cesar formed the diabolical trinity which sat for eleven years upon the papal 
throne in Rome, an impious parody of the Holy Trinity 
gallant lives thus darkly and without commotion passed out of sight, whirled away by the headlong torrent of the ambition of that 
that 


great weaver of word pictures, 


THE CELEBRATED CRIMES 
NEVER BEFORE TRANSLATED 


The millions of English readers and admirers of the works of Alexandre Dumas will hail with keen delight this, the first, and 
absolutely the on/y complete and unexpurgated translation of Dumas’ Les Crimes CELEBRES, now for the first time available at 
Printed from the same plates as the Edition sold by the Publisher at $125.00 a set, which 
was eagerly snapped up by wealthy connoisseurs, the small edition it is our privilege to offer our patrons has all the unusual features 
The eight volumes are beautifully bound in cloth, stamped with emblem- 
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The printing is large and clear, and the paper all that could be desired. 
The illustrations were made in Paris by M. 


designed Renaissance title pages are by Giraldon. 


A Licentious Court 


The value of this series, historically, may be 
judged when it is known that there are nearly eight 
hundred pers: and places introduced, many 
identified with the most famous scenes in mediaeval 
and later history, while others take the reader off the 
main thoroughfare among the by-paths of historical 
events. Brilliantly worked into a vivid picture of 
the Dark Ages are the vices and crimes of that ex- 
traordinary family, the Borgias, that furnished one 
Pope of Rome, and some of the blackest pages in 
history. 


ynages 


Here we see the whole murderous, poisonous crew 
with their greedy craving for debauchery, flattery, 
titles and gold. We watch the career of the beauti- 
ful and depraved Lucrezia who with the head of a 
Madonna of Raphael had the heart of a Messalina 
beneath her demure exterior. We see the intrigues of 
the mediaval papal court—the murders, abductions, 
poisonings—drawn from the chronicles of eyewit- 
nesses, those naive accounts which, without embar- 
rassment, call a spade a spade. 


Nothing in the Whole 
World Like Them 


“Great crimes have played so large a part in the 
world’s history that one cannot obtain a thorough 
knowledge of past times without the aid of such a 
book as this’—Says THE NEW YORK HERALD, 
recently reviewing THE CELEBRATED CRIMES 
OF HISTORY. The lover of History is enraptured 
with the wealth of facts, from new authorities, 
brought to bear by Dumas upon the life of the charm- 
ing and beautiful but indiscreet and ill-fated Mary Stuart 
as Queen of France and Scotland. Read the story of her 
amours, and of her barbarous imprisonment and mur 
derous execution, which constitute one of the greatest 
crimes of history, told as Dumas alone can tell it. There 
is no other work like this. Nowhere else can you get so 
intimate a view of the men and women whose misdeeds in 
every quarter of Europe, from Russia to Spain, from 
Turkey to Scotland, have contributed so much of tragedy 
to the romantic portion of the history of the Old World. 
And every word is just as Dumas wrote it. None of the 
editions of Dumas contain these stories; and no set of 
Dumas is complete without them 
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OF HISTORY 


1 aii A Alli . 
Will he yield to the ingratiating advances of Cesar 
the most perfect incarnation of evil that ever existed on earthh Howmany © 
Alexandre Dumas, could tell it in his 
: 


DUMs® DUMAS 








The eight 
Jacques Wagrez, and the specially 


Dumas’ Masterpiece 


THE CELEBRATED C RIMES OF HISTORY is con 
sidered by many in France as Dumas’ masterpiece. The 
highest praise has been bestowed on it by Andrew Lang, 
Robert Louis Stevenson, and other competent judges among 
English litterateurs. Was it for reasons of state that the 
French so jealously guarded this treasure that over half 
a century had elapsed before it was given to the English 
reading world—and then through the enterprise of an 
American publisher? 


Seeing Is Believing 


x 00 Is all you need send now, with the coupon. But be 
1 e sure to send today. Je don't want to disappoint 
you, as so often happens to applicants for our limited 
offers who act foo late You'll never forgive yourself if you let this 
opportunity pass. We deliver the set, express prepaid. 
refund your money if you're not satisfied 
MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY 
we eee ee :-|- 
TBRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION CO. 
| 1116 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 


And we 


jJ-12-22-17 


Enclosed is $1.00, first payment onthe 8 volume set of Dumas’ 
to be shipped charges prepaid. I agree to 
at the rate of $1.00 (or more) 
Otherwise I will within = 
at your expense, 


“Celebrated Crimes, 
remit the full speci ai price, $13.00, 
per month following receipt of books 
five days ask for instructions for their return, 
my $1.00 to be refunded on their receipt. 
Name.. 

Address 

- —— 
mH nn nym 


State 


Fa “nM — 
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